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P r i n g 1 e s .
America pops a
Pringles. The sound of the vacuum-sealed tube is a
lullaby to a hungry man's ears. Sure, you could buy
Pringles in the Double Stack box — two foil bags,
shrink-wrapped around a stack of chips. Maybe you'd
even save some money. I mean, $2.39 is a good price
for America's Chip, as I like to call them. However,
anyone worth their weight in fertilizer would buy
the tube. Hell, it doubles for a tennis ball container.
Plus, in the tube the broken chips are always at the
bottom, while in the Double Stacks they're right
there at the top, greeting you like a shattered dream.
I buy the tube. Original recipe, although the Right
Crisps are one of the only "lite" success stories in
our nation's history. Pringles are something you can
count on. Every chip the same shape and, like my
mom says, you'll never see that weird green stuff
found on some regular chips at the edge of a Pringle.
Pop a Pringles and you're guaranteed the salty, bad-
taste-in-your-mouth kind of love that means so
much.
So America is the home of Pringles, and just a
few hundred miles to our north another country is
being born. Quebec, so long the redheaded step-
child of Canada, is finally coming into its own. Don't
get me wrong. Canada is a great country, and 1 hate
to see such a valuable part of it break away. But these
things happen, in the world political scene and else-
where. There's a time in everything's life when it
has to break away, from its own government and
invent it's own Pringles.
Let's take the early days of the Mafia, for in-
stance. The following "facts" are "facts" only in the
most lazy, twenty-year-old-who-watches-too-many-
movies sense of the word. They are fact according
to that great historical film starring Christian Slayter,
Patrick Dempsey and Richard Greco (in the days be-
fore his career was on the back of a milk carton) Mob-
sters and another gangland film called Bugsy starring
Warren Beatty and Annette Benning. Now, Bugsy
Seagal (portrayed by Greco and Beatty, respectively)
was part of that infamous Luciano gang of New York
City. Bugsy, despite his unfortunate nickname, did
quite well for himself— not only a successful boot-
legger, but also quite a hit with the ladies. He could
have stayed with Lucky Luciano indefinitely, but no.
His dreams of Hollywood led him out west. Like so
many pre-Pringles Americans, he journeyed westward
to find fame and fortune without even the crunch of
a crisp chip to keep him company. Unlike many Ameri-
cans, however, he was a mobster. Therefore, he had a
much less difficult time in Tinseltown than the aver-
age Judy Everyschmuck. That's beside the point. The
point is, Bugsy had a dream. A dream about a desert
oasis that offered blackjack and brothels without fear
of government intervention. In a word, Los Vegas. I
suppose that's two words, but they're in Spanish, so
the American translation only equals one word. Los
Vegas.
So, going against the advice of everyone, Bugsy
built a hotel in Los Vegas. He wanted to make a ha-
ven for all that's American. Except Pringles (although
by 1995, Pringle manifest destiny has spread their
reign to even that mecca of neon and sequins.) I think,
in the end, Bugsy died broke and a failure (I never
could get all the way through that Bugsy movie,) but
the point is he followed his dream. Actually, the point
was supposed to be he broke away from Luciano to
be a success, but that just didn't work out.
Regardless, 1 say this to Quebec: Break away. Go
and follow your dreams away from Canada. Of course,
this is all very metaphorical since you are merely a
geographical area and can't "go" anywhere. Sure, Que-
bec, you may fail and never taste the Pringle of Los
Vegas, but you will have tried. To have failed trying is
better than to have failed not trying ... or something.
Who am I to talk. I just sit here and give convoluted
advice to wanna-be countries.
